A few boons I shall ask of thee: Straight shouldst thou give them to me The fruits of my evil deeds in the past Shouldn't pursue me but perished be: A new being make of me Free from any carking care: Make clear my intellect That ever happy I shall be.
Make my limbs sturdy and strong. Remove all fatigue, fever and fret; That e'en a machete shall hurtless break Against the toughness of my hardy frame ! My face shall shine effulgent As a flower at sight of the Day-star ! Learn me to subdue the God of Love, And grace me with tapas great.
Whate'er i think to do,
Thy Grace shall make a success.
Riches I need for industries
In which many shall co-operate.
The beat of music melodious
Shall enter deep into my soul;
•Grant me valiancy in song.
That I may joy in a myriad tunes !
A wonderland I'll make of this. I fall at thy flowery feet for refuge; Grant thou my boon or end my life; No more my troubles can I endure, even by this :andard, there is no doubt that Subrahmania Bharati will 3 chaished novv and hereafter as one of the sovereign id nsctarean voices of our spaceship Earth, one of the •oph3t3 and post-legislators of our Planetary Age".
